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Centurial shadows, cloisters of the elk:
Yet here was sense of undefined regret,
Irreparable loss, uncertain what:
Was all this grandeur but anachronism,

A shell divorced of its informing life,

Where the priest housed him like a hermit-crab,

An alien to that faith of elder days

That gathered round it this fair shape of stone ?

Is old Eeligion but a spectre now,

Haunting the solitude of darkened minds,

Mocked out of memory by the sceptic day ?

Is there no corner safe from peeping Doubt,

Since Gutenberg made thought cosmopolite

And stretched electric threads from mind to mind ?

Nay, did Faith build this wonder ? or did Fear,

That makes a fetish and misnames it God

(Blockish or metaphysic, matters not),

Contrive this coop to shut its tyrant in,

Appeased with playthings, that he might not harm ?

I turned and saw a beldame on her knees;

With eyes astray, she told mechanic beads

Before some shrine of saintly womanhood.

Bribed intercessor with the far-off Jufdge:

Such my first thought, by kindlier soon rebuked,

Pleading for whatsoever touches life

With upward impulse : be He nowhere else,

God is in all that liberates and lifts,

In all that humbles, sweetens, and consoles:

Blessed the natures shored on every side

With landmarks of hereditary thought!

Thrice happy they that wander not life long